MISS  MAT FIELD'S  NEW   YEAR      393

'"Of course it is," said Miss Morrison. "You're feeble,
Caddie. I saw you swallowing the bait, as if you'd just
been born. Vile!"

"Have you people realised that it's nearly Christmas?"
said Miss Matfield, as they moved upstairs, where they
could smoke.

"My dear Mattie," cried Miss Cadnam, "you don't
mean to say you've only just found that out. I've bought
all my presents and sent half of them off. If I don't
send some of my people very early presents, they never
remember to send me anything."

"Christmas, yes/' said Miss Morrison, with languid
distaste. "Isn't it foul? I haven't bought a thing yet,
haven't even made out a list. Anyhow, I haven't any
money. I loathe Christmas, even though one does have
a holiday. What good is it? Are you going home, Mat-
field?"

"Yes. I always do."

"So am I. It's pretty ghastly. It wasn't so bad before
my brother went out to the Sudan. We used to have
rather an amusing time/'

"But you've another brother, haven't you, Morrison?
I thought I saw him here once."

"Yes, Anthony. He's at Cambridge, researching. By
the way," Miss Morrison continued, "he wants to come
along early next week and bring his researching friend
Jiggs or Hoggs or something and take me and any lady
friend o' mine out for what passes for a gay evening up
in the Cambridge research labs. If either of you is
dying to come, you can, but I don't advise it. I'm frying
to get out of it."

"I thought you were bursting to go round with a few
men, Morrison/